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Their favour who are risen of honest heart

But to chastise these slayers, of whom God wot

Themselves were none, nor he that hunts with them

Upon the trail of treason.    O, your lords

Are worthy friends and enemies, and their tongues

As trusty as their hands are innocent,

When they see time to turn.

Queen.                                  I would their lives

Lay all between my lips, and with one breath
I might cut all theirs off! nor tongue nor hand
Should rise of them against us, to deny
Their work disclaimed when done. What slaves are these
That make their hands red with men's secret blood
And with their tongues would lick them white, and wash
The sanguine grain out with false froth of words
From lying lips that kissed the dead to death
And now cry vengeance for him ?    But, my lord,
Make you haste hence to-night ere they be here
That if we tarry will beset us; I
Should hang but as a fetter on your foot,
Which should pass free forth to Dunbar, and raise
With sound even of its tread and forward speed
The force of all the border.

B&thwelL                           Where I go,

There shall you not be far to find; to-night
I will sleep here.

Queen.                God give you rest and strength,

To make that heart which is the lord of mine
Fresh as the spirit of sunrise! for last night
You slept not well.